5o                           THERE LAY THE CITY
Judy was really hungry from the way she
tucked in the fried chicken. She was quiet, maybe
because she was dining out with a comparative
stranger. She made no pretentions about her class,
her connections, her friends. Perhaps she had none
of these. She belonged to no particular type. That
was what was so attractive about her. Her utter
lonesomeness, her individuality, her completely un-
attached existence. One didn't think of her in terms
of anything. Like a little dog that had crossed your
path, you patted her and gave her food and patted
her again and all you felt like saying was' " Poor
dog." She'd come to you if you called her, and give
you her paw to be friendly and when you'd had
enough, she would meekly go away. Never offended,
never hurt. Always taking shelter within herself
like a prawn that cuddles up in a shell.
" Hello prawn," I'd say once in a while and she'd
look up and I would watch her frightened eyes and
she'd look down again Only once she asked why
I had been calling her a prawn that evening and I told
her I didn't think she'd understand.
When Judy had finished, the Mogul cleared
the table and placed before us pan and supari and
a bill which hardly amounted to anything at all
and I paid and we left the room that was reserved for
maharajas and nawabs and the burre, burre lok, down
the stairs with flowery design of bathroom tiles
back to the black two-seater which was waiting on
the road.